
The Still Point 

A Time of Meditation and Reflection 

The Sixteenth Sunday after Pentecost: Proper 20 

 

 

... At the still point of the turning world. Neither flesh nor fleshless; 

Neither from nor towards; at the still point, there the dance is, 

But neither arrest nor movement. And do not call it fixity, 

Where past and future are gathered. Neither movement from nor towards, 

Neither ascent nor decline. Except for the point, the still point, 

There would be no dance, and there is only the dance... 

 

T.S. Eliot, Burnt Norton 

 

 

Peace on each one who comes in need; 

Peace on each one who comes in joy.  

      Peace on each one who offers prayers; 

 Peace on each one who offers song. 

      Peace of the Maker, Peace of the Son, 

Peace of the Spirit, the Triune One.  

 

 

Opening Prayer 

 

Praise to you, God, for all your work among us. 

Yours is the vigor in creation, 

yours is the impulse in our new discoveries. 

Make us adventurous, yet reverent and hopeful 

in all we do. 

Amen. 

The Gospel Matthew 20:1-16 

Jesus said, “The kingdom of heaven is like a landowner who went out early in the morning 

to hire laborers for his vineyard. After agreeing with the laborers for the usual daily wage, 

he sent them into his vineyard. When he went out about nine o’clock, he saw others 

standing idle in the marketplace; and he said to them, ‘You also go into the vineyard, and I 

will pay you whatever is right.’ So they went. When he went out again about noon and 

about three o’clock, he did the same. And about five o’clock he went out and found others 

standing around; and he said to them, ‘Why are you standing here idle all day?’ They said 

to him, ‘Because no one has hired us.’ He said to them, ‘You also go into the vineyard.’ 

When evening came, the owner of the vineyard said to his manager, ‘Call the laborers and 

give them their pay, beginning with the last and then going to the first.’ When those hired 

about five o’clock came, each of them received the usual daily wage. Now when the first 

came, they thought they would receive more; but each of them also received the usual daily 

wage. And when they received it, they grumbled against the landowner, saying, ‘These last 



worked only one hour, and you have made them equal to us who have borne the burden of 

the day and the scorching heat.’ But he replied to one of them, ‘Friend, I am doing you no 

wrong; did you not agree with me for the usual daily wage? Take what belongs to you and 

go; I choose to give to this last the same as I give to you. Am I not allowed to do what I 

choose with what belongs to me? Or are you envious because I am generous?’ So the last 

will be first, and the first will be last.” 

 

 

Poem: “Mysticism for Beginners” by Adam Zagajewski 

translated by Clare Cavanagh 

 

 

The day was mild, the light was generous. 

The German on the café terrace 

held a small book on his lap. 

I caught sight of the title: 

Mysticism for Beginners. 
Suddenly I understood that the swallows 

patrolling the streets of Montepulciano 

with their shrill whistles, 

and the hushed talk of timid travelers 

from Eastern, so-called Central Europe, 

and the white herons standing—yesterday? the day before?— 

like nuns in fields of rice, 

and the dusk, slow and systematic, 

erasing the outlines of medieval houses, 

and olive trees on little hills, 

abandoned to the wind and heat, 

and the head of the Unknown Princess 

that I saw and admired in the Louvre, 

and stained-glass windows like butterfly wings 

sprinkled with pollen, 

and the little nightingale practicing 

its speech beside the highway, 

and any journey, any kind of trip, 



are only mysticism for beginners, 

the elementary course, prelude 

to a test that’s been 

postponed. 

 

Reflection: 

The gospel parable of the laborers in the vineyard invites us to confront some of our most basic 

assumptions about human life: that it ought to be fair, that we deserve some reward for work 

well done, that more work translates to greater reward. When we can enter into the parable, we 

find ourselves in a different “economy” where there is no measuring of more and less, but 

sufficiency, abundance, and unmerited generosity for all.  

In the poem, we begin at the place where the parable is usually seen to end, with a sense of 

pure gift. And yet, the poet let us know that even our perceptions of the “beyond” are only the 

beginning. The last moment implies, perhaps, that there is more to be learned, for which we 

are not yet ready.  

 

Questions for Meditation: 

Think of a time in your life, or in the life of someone you know, when deeply ingrained 

assumptions about fairness, deserving, and reward have given way to a more generous stance 

that allows a greater freedom. Is there something in your life right now where that kind of 

transformation might happen?  

If you were to catalogue some of your recent experiences of “mysticism for beginners” like 

those in the poem, moments of beauty and timelessness, what be on your list?  

If you enter the parable again, holding those memories of transformative insight, what do you 

discover there?  

 

Prayers  

 

We bring before God someone whom we have met or remembered today   

 

We bring to God someone who is hurting tonight and needs our prayer 

 

We bring to God a troubled situation in our world  

 

We bring to God, silently, someone whom we find hard to forgive or trust 



  

We bring ourselves to God that we might grow in generosity of spirit, clarity of mind, and 

warmth of affection 

 

We offer our thanks to God for the blessings in our lives 

  

We name before God those who have died. 

 

Gracious God, you hear all our prayers: those we speak aloud, those we hold in our hearts, and                  

those prayers for which we have no words. Hear the prayers of your people, and grant them as                  

may be best for us, for the sake of your holy name. Amen. 
 

Accept our thanks for all you have done, O God. Our hands were empty, and you filled them. 

 

May Christ’s holy, healing, enabling Spirit be with us every step of the way, and be our guide as                   

our road changes and turns, and the blessing of God our Creator, Redeemer and Giver of life be                  

among us now and remain with us forever. Amen. 

 

 


